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One 


Author's Notes: 
The Beta and Axl relationship fascinates me. 


He knew he wasn't two when it happened. He knew a two year old couldn't physically take that kind of abuse. He 
knew he didn't remember his real father at all, William Rose Senior. There was no memory of that person at 


all. Maybe he had a memory of his mom talking about him to his grandmother, maybe he remembered that. 


He knew how old he had been, and he knew what father it was. Maybe he had told Rolling Stone Magazine that 
his stepfather had beaten him and sexually abused his sister, but he knew he had been beaten and sexually 
abused, too. He knew. Of course he knew. And those memories didn't need to be uncovered and revealed in 


some deep therapy session. Those memories were right there at the surface. 


What happened was he had to go to church a thousand times a week, and sing in this choir, and teach Sunday 
school, and their lives were consumed with this church. What happened was even though his mom was young 
he couldn't talk to her, he could never talk to her. She was blind. She didn't see anything. She thought he 
deserved these things. 


What happened was his brother and sister weren't always home, and his mom wasn't always home, and 
sometimes he would come home and no one would be there except him. He'd regard him with that cool eye of 
his, that self-righteous look like how dare you question me. Enough hard backhands across his face, enough 
punches and kicks to his ribs and back and he didn't question anymore. He was inconsistent, which was the 
brilliance of that type of abuse. Sometimes he told him he wanted him to take piano lessons because he had 
always wanted to himself but knew he would never have enough time, and that was music, and so he 
gravitated toward that, clung to it like some life line in this life he was drowning in. Sometimes he told him he 
would talk in tongues and that the spirit filled him and then he would do it, and he would stare with his wide 
green eyes, believing everything he said because it had to be true, God backed him up. 


Then other times he would stare at him in the silent house, and he could see the dust motes flashing in the 
sun, and he'd swallow and feel the dryness of his throat and the terror like copper pennies in his mouth, and 
he'd wish wildly that his mother would come home with an arm full of groceries or his brother would burst in 
the door from soccer practice, leaves in his hair, or that his sister would come home from her friend's house 
and complain that there wasn't anything good on T.V, but he had orchestrated it all so perfectly, no one was 


coming home. 


He could run, he had plenty of times before, but running didn't matter. He grabbed him every time, he was 
fast, faster than he would expect. He dragged him to his room, threw him down on the bed, the belt coming 
out fast from the belt loops, coming down on his back and shoulders and legs, just like every other beating 
except he was on his bed, and when he tried to get up he was shoved back down and held and grabbed, and he 
felt his eyes roll wildly toward the window, seeing the light blue slice of sky. 


He never understood how he could hold him down and get his jeans off at the same time but he always 
managed it, and he'd gasp and gulp down the still air in his room and think he was too old for this, too old to 
be beaten with a belt and too old to be held down and not able to get away. 


“Shhhhh," he would say in his ear, his breath hot and uncomfortable so close to him, and he'd squirm and 
struggle but he knew it was no use, no one was home, and he was outweighed by nearly a hundred pounds, and 
no one was home and no one was coming home because he had somehow orchestrated it that way, that 
bastard, and he felt the sobs tear at his throat and he thought one word, "Mom", but she never came she 
never cared she didn't care that he was feeling this, that he was sinking inside of himself and the pain was 
tearing and burning and things were slippery in the worst way and he couldn't get away he couldn't move he 


couldn't breathe... 


‘Oh, Axl," He was brought out of that memory by the sound of his name, and the soft Brazilian accent that 
spoke it. He wasn't that |4-year-old kid anymore, and he licked his lips and looked at her and wondered if she'd 
blame him the same way his mother had all those years ago and even now, the hard look in her eyes always 
blame enough. Beta didn't look at him like that, her dark eyes swam with tears and she looked right at him, and 
he felt that for once someone understood and felt the goddamn compassion he'd been searching his whole life 


for. It wasn't his story but that compassion that he saw that made the tears well in his eyes. 


"Come here, come here," she said, the accent gently twisting the words, and he crawled into her arms and felt 
what he had waited his whole life to feel. He'd left his house at IT years old, he'd hitchhiked all over the 


country and travelled all over the world, but finally, he was home. 


